WILLIE : I've been to Newmarket Inspecting my
horse.

JANE ; What horse ?

WILLIE : This afternoon I bought a racehorse ;
at least a quarter share in one. Georgie Green-
away has a half share and Arthur the other
quarter. To-day I went down to choose my
quarter. Aren't you pleased ?

JANE  (not very eager) : Of course I am ; but,

Willie dear, you know you can't afford it.

WILLIE (laying a finger along his nose) : I can.

JANE (very eager) : Have you got that job ?

WILLIE :  No, but I probably shall.  I've got

better than a job ; I've got the spondulicks, the

real yellow ready itself.

JANE : But how ?

WILLIE : Charm of manner.

JANE : A gift ?

WILLIE : Not exactly ; more a loan.

JANE : Oh, Willie !

[Her face falls.

WILLIE : That's nothing to worry about, my dear.
JANE : But I am worried. Somebody's asked me
to marry them.
WILLIE : Them ?
JANE : Him.

WILLIE : What did you say ?
JANE : I refused, of course.
WILLIE : Well, that's all right, isn't it ? Unless,
of course, you wanted to.

JANE : You know I didn't want to. You know I
don't want to marry anyone but you.
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